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The 


Wrong Man on Their Side 


The most fanatical men in town had 
got together—and were they angry! 

“We've got to stop those Adventists,” 
one of them snarled. 

“We'll drive them out of town,” shouted 
another, waving his arms. 

The trouble was that the Adventists were 
starting a series of meetings in a small hall 
that night, and, of course, they would be 
telling the people that the Bible says many 
things that are different from the things 
taught by the church these men belonged 
to. They didn’t like it! 

Suddenly the fanatics noticed that one 
of their group was looking at them with 
a contemptuous, glassy stare. “You silly 
things,” he hissed. ““Which one of us do you 
think is going to drive them out? We are 
not strong enough.” 

That sobered them! Then one said at 
last, “What about Aadly? He’s so strong he 
may be going to the Olympic Games soon, 
and I bet he comes back the champion 


Strongman Aadly rolled up his sleeves, sneering. 


























wrestler. If we could get him on our 
side——” 

“Good idea,’ the men chorused. “Let’s 
go and ask him.” 

They rushed to Mr. Aadly’s house and 
pounded on his door. As soon as he ap- 
peared they explained their plan. 

“[’m your man,” he said. “I’ll show those 
Adventists a thing or two.” 

To the meeting hall they raced, sure that 
the Adventists would soon be gone, and 
gloating already over the expected succes 
of their venture. They had made just onl 
mistake, however. They had forgotten that, 
while they had Mr. Aadly on their side, 
God was on the side of the Adventists. 

When they reached the meeting place, 
the hall was full. Aadly pushed through the 
door, and just at that moment the evange- 
list stepped to the pulpit and asked the 
people to stand for prayer. 

Aadly had been brought into the plot 
so quickly that he hadn’t worked out a 
plan of attack, so he was glad to have a 
moment during the prayer to decide what 
to do. 

While he was scheming, however, the 
Holy Spirit was working out some plans 
also. He made sure Aadly heard part of the 
prayer—and Aadly liked it. “I must hear 
more,” he decided when the prayer was 
over. “I’ll observe things carefully, then 
make my attack in the middle of the meet- 
ing.” 

That, of course, gave the Holy Spirit 
longer to work on his heart, and in the 
middle of the meeting Aadly said to him- 
self, “This message is so good I’ll have to 
listen to the end. Then I'll drive the Advent- 
ists out.” 

But by the end of the meeting the Holy 
Spirit had made a complete change in 
Aadly. He knew he couldn’t hurt that 
preacher now, not when he said such won- 
derful things about the love of God. 

To make a long story short, Aadly came 
back again the next night, and the next. 
In a few weeks he was converted, then 
baptized. He joined the church, and is win- 
ning other souls to God. € 

Oh, I tell you, it’s a good thing to have 
God on your side. 


Your friend, 


om Wrxoel 





DECISION on the CANAL BANK 


By ERNEST LLOYD Y¥ 


MAX* years ago a boy left home to seek 
employment. All his possessions were 
tied up in a bundle that he carried in one 
hand. As he walked along, he met an old 
neighbor who was the captain of a canal boat, 
and the conversation that took place be- 
tween them influenced William for life. 

“Well, William, where are you going?” 
asked the captain. 

“I don’t know,” he answered. “Father is 
too poor to keep me at home any longer, and 
says I must now make a living for myself.” 

“There’s no trouble about that,” said the 
captain. “Be sure you start right, and you'll 


get along fine, my boy.” William told his 
old neighbor that the only trade he knew 
anything about was soapmaking and candle- 
making, at which he had helped his father 
while at home. 
“Well,” said the captain, “let us pray. 
I will give you a little advice, and then let 
you go.” 
They both kneeled down in the path. The 
kind old captain prayed earnestly for Wil- 
To page 19 


William and the canal-boat captain kneeled on the 
towpath, and the captain asked God to bless him. 
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THE LOOSE WHEEL 


By ELLEN E. 


= DAY at school was something all 
the boys looked forward to, and Chuck 
Winters was no exception. This year, how- 
ever, something new had been added, and 
his interest was more keen than ever. This 
new something was a bicycle race, and Chuck 
was especially happy, because he felt he had 
a good chance of winning. His bicycle was 
only a month old, newer than any of the 
others known to be entered in the race. 
Chuck felt that he had the best chance 
of winning—until Bud Ashley came to 
school one day, a week before the race, and 
told everyone that he had just received a 
new bicycle for his birthday. Bud was the 
envy of all the boys as they clustered about 
him during recess, admiring his new pos- 
session. Chuck was in the group, but his 
thoughts were not happy ones. Here was 
serious competition for next week’s race. 
“T'll just have to practice riding my bike 
for speed every afternoon between now and 
the race,” he thought as he walked home 
from school that day. “I can’t depend on 
merely having a new bike to win the race. 
I guess that was a crazy idea to begin with. 
It isn’t so much how new the bike is. How 
I ride it is what’s going to count most.” 
And Chuck did practice, every afternoon. 
He was sure he could notice great improve- 
ment in his speed. Yet he knew that Bud 
must be practicing just as much as he was, 
on his own new bicycle, and all the other 
boys were preparing for the race with their 
older bikes. It was sure to be a close race. 
When the big day came, the boys entered 
in the bicycle race gathered together in one 
corner of the school playfield, giving their 


MORRISON @ 


bicycles a last-minute inspection. Perhaps 
Bud was confident that his own bike was 
in excellent condition, being so new, because 
he was not looking it over carefully. 

Chuck, on the other hand, was taking no 
chances. It was only a half hour before time 
for their race, and he was looking his own 
bike over for anything that could possibly 
cause trouble. 

Bud Ashley’s bicycle was right next to 
Chuck’s. “What are you checking so closely 
for?” Bud queried. “Your bike is almost as 
new as mine. There’s nothing wrong with 
it. 

“Maybe not,” Chuck answered, stooping 
down to look at the back wheel, “but it never 
hurts to be sure.” 

“Aw, you're just wasting your time,” Bud 
laughed, leaving his bicycle to go to the 
water fountain for a drink. 

Chuck smiled to himself at how con- 
fident Bud was, just as if he had the first- 
prize ribbon in his hands already. He might 
do better to be looking over his bicycle the 
way the rest of the boys were doing. Chuck 
leaned over to look at the front wheel of his 
own bike. It was all right, and he was fin- 
ished checking. Before he rose, however, 
his eyes glanced through the wheel to the 
front wheel of Bud’s bicycle. There was some- 
thing wrong, Chuck was sure. He looked 
more closely, and saw that the nut holding 
the axle in place was almost off. It needed 
tightening badly. 

Chuck gloated over the idea that som 
thing was really wrong with Bud’s brand- 
new bike after all. “Just as I thought,” Chuck 
mumbled to himself. “He shouldn’t be too 
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sure. It will serve him right if that wheel 
comes loose in the race, and then he won't 
have any chance of winning.” 
Chuck stood up and walked over to the 
water fountain. Bud was just leaving to re- 
turn to his bike. Chuck heard him boasting 
to one of the other boys. “I’m not worried,” 
he was saying. “My bike’s new and really 
running smooth.” Chuck could not help 
smiling wisely as he leaned down to get a 
drink. Bud surely had a surprise coming! 
The other events preceding the race were 
Imost over. Chuck had not mentioned the 
loose nut on Bud’s bike. It would serve Bud 
right for not being more careful. Also, Bud 
was Chuck’s most serious competitor for first 
prize. Why should he warn him of his dan- 
ger? Bud probably would not do as much 
for him if things were the other way around. 
The two boys were side by side now, get- 
ting in line for the race. Bud rolled his bi- 
cycle into place, and Chuck noticed a slight 
wobble in the front wheel. Suddenly he real- 
ized that he couldn’t let even his worst com- 
petitor enter a race with his bike in that 
condition, not when he could warn him 
ahead of time. Chuck did not want to win 
the race if he had to win it that way. 
“Bud,” he blurted out, “that front wheel 
of yours is wobbling.” 


“Really?” Bud said, as if he thought 
Chuck were joking. But he did push the bike 
back and forth to check. “Say, it really is, 
isn’t it?” he said, surprised. 

“Yes,” Chuck said. “Hadn't you better 
tighten it before the race?” 

“There isn't much time,” Bud said, “only 
about three minutes.” Bud looked dismally 
at the wobbly wheel. “I shouldn't have been 
so sure that everything was all right. I'll 
never win with a wheel like this.” 

Chuck dug a hand into his pants pocket. 
“Here,” he said, holding a wrench out to 
Bud, “hurry up, and you'll have time to 
tighten it before the race.” 

“Thanks!” Bud exclaimed, almost grab- 
bing the wrench from Chuck’s hand in his 
eagerness. He tightened the nut on the wheel 
quickly and handed the wrench back to 
Chuck. “You're really a pal, Chuck,” he said 
sincerely. “I don’t think many fellows would 
tell somebody else that something was wrong 
with his bike—especially when we have the 
two newest bikes in the race.” 

“Well,” Chuck smiled back, “I’m going 
to try just as hard as anybody to win this 
race. And if I get in ahead of you, I don’t 
want it to be just because of a loose front 
wheel on your bike.” 

To page 19 


Bud was the only boy Chuck thought might beat him in the bike race. While he was checking his 


front wheel, he noticed a loose nut on Bud's bike. 


“That will give him trouble,” Chuck gloated. 
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WINGS OF FAITH 


ty JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 





CHAPTER 8: GREAT CHANGES 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Emerson Chadwick, left an orphan while still *) little 
boy, had had a hard life. Finally he had left home, 
and found work in a cabinetmaking factory in Faber- 
town. He got mixed up with a rough gang, and was 
arrested one night when he crawled under the wall of 
a tent, and was listening to a preacher describing 
charts with pictures of beasts and an image on them. 
In jail, awaiting trial, he decided to have nothing more 
to do with the gang. He settled down. Several years 
passed, but Emerson was not married, neither was he 
a Christian. 


ONE day, however, something happened 
that was to change Emerson’s whole life. 
He was in his early twenties, sober and full 
of business, when he saw a girl. 

He was swinging down Main Street, all 
business, looking neither to the right nor 
to the left, when he saw her. She was looking 
at a display of fall dresses in a variety store 
window. He stopped at the window of a 
store next to it and pretended to be inter- 
ested in the piles of clothespins, pie tins, 
and egg beaters in the window—as if a 
young man his age would be interested in 
such things! Really, he was looking at the 
girl out of the corner of his eye. 

Suddenly he realized that she looked like 
his mother! His lost, precious mother! Her 
face was so pretty and gentle, yet she looked 
capable and practical too. 

It was a crazy thing to do, but he loitered 
around town at a discreet distance, and 
watched her. He forgot whatever errand it 
was he had been in such a hurry about a 
little earlier. At last, when she went home, 
he followed afar off, and found out where 
she lived. Now to meet her! How would he 
go about it? 
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At last, in a social gathering, they were 
introduced. Her character was as lovely as she 
had appeared to him at first. She was dainty, 
neat, and modest, with a keen, alert mind. 
It seemed almost too good to be true. 

And so at the age of twenty-one Emerson 
found himself in love with beautiful Mary 
Winton. Her parents liked him, too, for he 
was respected all over the town. He began 
to keep regular company with her. 

“Come in, come in!” Pa Winton opened 
the door for him one evening. “Come in here 
and sit for a while. Mary's not ready yet any- 
how. Beats all how girls and women can 
fritter away time with their frills and laces 
and gewgaws. But laying all other matters 
aside, Emerson, did you see that horseless 
carriage that went through town today? Sure 
made a lot of us old-timers mad to have that 
snorting thing scaring the horses. My horse 
dragged the hitch weight clear down Syca- 
more Street and nearly turned the surrey 
over. When I finally caught up with him, he 
was like a wild horse, his eyes rolling and 
rearing and plunging. I tell you, there ought 
to be a law 

“Oh, but Mr. Winton!” interrupted Em, 
his eyes shining, “horseless carriages are the 
coming thing! Why, I believe that before 





long you'll have to comb the city to find 


horses. These horseless carriages will be per- 
fected year by year till 
A loud roar of laughter greeted Emerson’s 
eager predictions. 
“Visionary! Visionary! Emerson! Why 
those things will never be used by anybody 
but the riffraff. Now take the women folks. 





























They were never made to understand ma- 
chinery; their heads aren’t capable of it. 
But every woman who has a grain of sense 
can handle a good gentle horse. No, Emer- 
son, don’t let your head get full of wild 
schemes like that. Just let a few of those 
noisy carriages get loose and run wild or 
catch fire and explode, and we'll have this 
gas-buggy notion out of people’s heads and 
have some peace and quiet again. Well, 
here’s Mary. Where are you going this eve- 
ing?” 

“Over to Sophy’s. She’s giving a party,” 
said Mary, and they were gone. 

Theirs was a wonderful friendship. Mary 
insisted that they attend church regularly, 
and Emerson entered joyfully into this new 
phase of his life. Then he began to look 
at life a little differently. One could not live 
for self alone, he realized. He began to feel 
his need of God. 

He worked harder than ever, and was 
even more careful and meticulous about his 
clothes and his person. He was more anxious 
than ever to save his money. He tried harder 
to be good. He wanted better than anything 
in life to be worthy of her. 

Evidently Mary felt the same toward him 
as he toward her, for one evening when he 





stammered out a pro- 
posal, she graciously ac- 





cepted. 
The little house they 
would live in was 


picked out, purchased, 

and furnished before 

the wedding. Emerson 

would have nothing else. He wanted to have 
a pretty place to take her to immediately. 
So for several weeks the two of them scoured 
Fabertown hunting for just the right house. 
They found exactly what they wanted. It was 
down a quiet, sleepy street, and built of 
brick, with deep, cool porches mantled with 
ivy. 

When the young people were going 
through the house, Granny Cutlip, who 
owned the place, ventured a suggestion. 

“Now, children, why don’t you buy it 
just as it stands? I want to get rid of my 
things; you want to buy things. I’ve always 
bought the best and taken good care of it. 
You can have it for .” and she named 
a figure for the dear little house and its 
furniture that almost took Em’s and Mary’s 
breath away, it was so reasonable. The two 
looked at each other in amazement. 

They both knew that if they bought new 


Emerson pretended to be interested in the tin pans displayed in the window of the hardware store. 


But really he was interested in the girl looking at the new dresses in the variety store window! 
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things they could never be so massive and 
lovely as Granny's beautiful old mahogany 
and early American treasures. 

“They've been in the family for years 
and years,” lamented the old lady with a 
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WHAT/DOES HE THINK OF ME? 
+m EDNA ATKIN PEPPER 


| think so much of Jesus, 
And turn to Him each day 
To show me what I ought to do 
And lead me on my way. 
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1 think so much of Jesus, 
His love has set me free. 

But how | wish that | might know 
What Jesus thinks of me! 
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grain of mournful pride in her voice. “But, 
oh, my! Children nowadays turn up their 
noses at old stuff. The new stuff can’t hold a 
candle to this old mahogany. But what do I 
care? I'll soon be dead and gone. Now if 
you'll take the stuff as it is, Pll throw in my 
set of Haviland china. One-hundred-piece 
set it is, and I’ve never so much as broken 
a teacup.” 

They bought it, of course, and Granny 
moved out immediately. 

The day of their wedding was crisp and 
cold. The air was bracing, and then toward 
afternoon, snow began to fall. It was a day 
they would cherish all their lives. 

After they had lived in their little home 
about a month, Mary told Emerson one 
evening that she had had callers. Her eyes 
were shining. 

“Oh, Em, it was a neighbor woman. She 
lives right next door there to the south. 
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You know, in that big comfortable two- 
story house. Well, she and her eldest son 
were here. I never talked to a woman like 
her!” 

“What is her name?” inquired Em, inter- 
ested. They were lingering over supper in 
Mary’s kitchen. The table had been set near 
the western window, and the firelight glowed 
with a toothy red grin from the shining 
cookstove. The teakettle began its bubbly 
song, then ran over, and the drops chased 
one another all over the stove lid, till they 
had hissingly done away with themselves. 

“Her name is McRae,” answered his wife, 
as she gathered up the cups. “We got to 
talking about gas buggies and airships and 
she said that it’s written in the Bible, plain 
as day, that in the ‘last days’ ‘knowledge 
shall be increased’ and ‘many shall run to 
and fro.’ She says she believes that gas bug- 
gies and airships and printing presses are 
all signs that the world is coming to an end.” 

There arose briefly in Em’s mind a little 
scene he had hung far back on the walls 
of memory. A chart, strange and interesting, 
of queer beasts and a great image. That one 
sentence he had heard the preacher say came 
to him again. “In the days of these kings 
shall the God of heaven set up a kingdom, 
which shall never be destroyed.” Why, he 
must have been preaching the coming of the 
Lord, too. 

“Even that boy too—he must be about 
fourteen or fifteen—” resumed Mary, “just 
sat here and talked as clever and smart as a 
teacher—or a preacher either, for that mat- 
ter.” Mary was washing the dishes now, her 
rosy arms plunged deep into sudsy water. 
The silver was carefully washed and rinsed, 
then the glassware, while the cups were soak- 
ing. When she had carefully washed out her 
dish towels and hung them on a little line 
on the back porch, they left the kitchen in 
perfect order and repaired to the parlor. 

“Once,” reminisced Em, when he had set- 
tled himself in the sleepy hollow rocker 
near the big lamp, “once when I was a boy 
here in town, right after I got here from 
Dayton, I heard a fragment of a sermon 


about the last days. Well, it was hardly a frag-@ 


ment. It was only one sentence. It was that 
night the East end gang and I were arrested 
for breaking up that meeting. We came 
sneaking into town, hiding from the police, 
and we thought the big tent we saw when 
we got into town was a show tent, and 

To page 17 

















UNDER THE HORSES' HOOFS 





By MRS. DON JENNINGS 4 


N° ONE could say we had really disobeyed 
Mother the night we found ourselves 
underneath the horses’ hoofs. Mother had 
told us we could slide down the hill two 
more times, and that’s all we did. But I'll 
have to admit that we had taken a lot longer 
to do it than Mother had intended. We had, 
as people say, taken advantage of her, and 
I guess that’s just about as bad as being 
disobedient. Anyway, if we'd played fair 
with Mother and had had our two rides 
and gone home quickly, nothing would have 
gone wrong. As it was, it was only God 
and a strong man that kept us from being 
trampled to death right before supper. 

It all happened on a sunny day in mid- 
winter. The snow was glistening like mil- 
lions of tiny diamonds. It was nearly six 
feet deep everywhere, and where the snow- 
plow had cut through, it was piled even 
higher than that. Of course, every child who 


Down the hill we sped, not realizing that there were horses coming toward us around the corner. 


had a sled simply could not stay indoors, 
away from the hill, even though it was eight 
degrees below zero. 

We lived at the foot of the hill, and that 
morning we really hurried with our chores 
and housework so we could have as long 
as possible on our sled. 

As soon as he was finished, my brother, 
Jack, gathered up some kindling wood and 
matches and put them on his sled. He hauled 
it to the top of the hill and there built a 
fire to keep us warm. 

My work took longer, and I didn’t get 
out so soon, but finally Mother gave me 
permission to leave. I had no sled, so my 
brother shared his with me. 

He lay on his stomach on the sled, and 
I knelt between his knees at the back. Then 
away down the hill we went, the wind 
whistling past our faces, our cheeks tingling 

To page 19 














MARIAN’S SECRET 


p/ as ERNA 


ARIAN DAVIS twisted uneasily in the 

brown chair in the principal's office and 
gazed nervously at the cream-colored walls 
and ceiling. Her teacher had asked her to 
come here, and she knew full well why— 
though she hoped she could keep it hidden 
from Mr. Johnson. 

“If I tell him I didn’t take it, he may 
believe me,” she muttered, half aloud. “Any- 
how, I don’t want Mom and Dad to know.” 
And then Mr. Johnson, the principal, came 
in and sat at the desk. 

“Lovely morning, isn’t it, Marian,” he re- 
marked pleasantly, pushing some papers aside. 

“Why, er, yes, I guess it is,” Marian an- 
swered, trying to sound cheerful, but not 
succeeding very well. 

“Well, let’s get down to business,” Mr. 
Johnson went on. “Now, you may not have 
had a thing to do with this, and I really hope 
you didn’t. So, relax, and don’t look so up- 
set. I'm not going to bite you,” he smiled. 

Marian dug her fingers into the upholstery 
of the chair. 

“I didn’t; I will say I didn’t,” she repeated 
to herself. 

Mr. Johnson was talking again. 

“Yesterday Mrs. Jones, who teaches the 
second grade, told me that someone had 
taken her wallet, which contained more than 
ten dollars and several important papers. 
Also, someone said he saw you in that room 
after school. 

“Now,” he went on, “do you know any- 
thing about that wallet, Marian?” 


The author of this story was a junior in Auburn Acad- 
emy, Washington, last year. She has one brother and two 
sisters, and likes to sew, read, or draw when she isn’t 
baking bread for the other students. 
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HASSING 


“No,” Marian 
blurted out hastily. 
A little too hastily, 
Mr. Johnson thought. 
He looked at her 
anxiously and con- 
tinued. 

“Please, Marian, if 
you know anything 
about it, tell me; you 
see, we need those 
papers badly.” 

“Mr. Johnson, I 
didn’t take it. I don’t 
know anything about 
it,” Marian replied as firmly as she could. 

Deep, deep down inside it hurt. How 
could she, who had been brought up in a 
good home, ever get into such a position? 
How could she tell such a lie? 

In the quiet of the room she remembered 
family worship and how, as a child, she 
had learned to pray. She had given her heart 
to Jesus too, back then. Why, oh, why, had 
she let herself do things she knew were 
wrong? 

“Marian,” Mr. Johnson broke the silence, 
“you sounded rather abrupt. If you don’t 
know anything about this, you needn't be 
sO nervous. 

Marian looked at her hands. She had 
chewed down several of her fingernails! & 

“Were you in the second-grade room last 
night after school?” Mr. Johnson asked. 
“Please tell me. It will be for your own 
good.” 

Marian was silent. She looked at the clock. 
It was ten-thirty. She had been here almost 
half an hour. 





THE AUTHOR 


























“Should I tell him?” she thought. “I’m 
caught now. I'll have to say something.” 

“Answer me, Marian,” Mr. Johnson de- 
manded sternly. “If you haven't done any- 
thing, you have nothing to fear. You are 
from a good family. I know that. I really 
don’t think you would take anything that 
doesn’t belong to you.” 

Marian’s face slowly turned a hot red. 

“I was in the second-grade room last 
night,” she blurted out at last. “I went there 

to look for my brother. He wasn’t there, 
@: a tempting thought came to me. Why 
not look in Mrs. Jones’s desk? I did, and 
I took her wallet.” Suddenly she felt better! 

Mr. Johnson was clearly surprised. “Tell 
me, have you ever stolen anything before?” 

Memories flooded Marian’s mind. She re- 
membered the first time she had taken 
money, only a nickel, and then a dime. Slowly 
the habit had grown, till it had become 
so fixed it could not be broken. 

Tears swelled in her eyes and ran over. 
She was bewildered! 

“Yes,” she lamented. “I have taken money. 
Somehow I took it once, and I have kept 
on. It’s become a habit I haven’t been able 
to break, even when I tried, so I just kept 
on. I knew something would happen some- 
day, and I guess it has happened now.” 





Suddenly Marian broke down and cried. She couldn't keep the secret from Mr. Johnson any longer. 





Mr. Johnson understood. “Marian, I know 
how such a habit can grow on one. But you 
can have help if you need it to stop such an 
evil habit. If you make a new start, you can 
do better. If you will return the wallet and 
papers, I'll give them to Mrs. Jones, and we 
can promptly forget the whole affair. Then 
you can make a new beginning.” 

“Til do it, Mr. Johnson, and I will try 
to pay back what I have taken from other 
people, even if it takes me all the rest of 
my life. I really want to make a new start. 
From now on I'm going to do right, with 
God’s help.” She spoke clearly and reso- 
lutely. 

The two of them stood and shook hands. 

“Tl see you later, Marian,” Mr. Johnson 
said. 

There were tears in Marian’s eyes as the 
door shut behind her. She walked down the 
hall and outside into the sunshine, feeling 
as though a great burden had been taken 
away. 

“And I'll go and see Mrs. Jones as soon 
as the noon bell rings,” she told the sparrows 
on the playground. “I'll tell her I took it, 
and I'll ask her to forgive me. And after 
that I'll tell Mom all about it. There are 
other things, too, I’m going to make right, 
and then I'll never, never steal again.” 


DIRTY PLATES FOR S 


V By MARY J. VINE ® 


MOtser gasped. All out of the blue it 
came. It certainly wasn’t the kind of 
thing you would find in the lovely books 
of poems on the sitting-room book shelf. 
Indeed it wasn’t the kind of rhyme that 
anybody really nice would ever hear. But 
there it was, and she had said it, a little 
blue-eyed girl with a face like a cherub, a 
little girl who couldn't possibly have “picked 
it up” at school, because she didn’t go to 
school yet, but who, to be sure, had for the 
moment, a very naughty twinkle in her eye. 
She knew, so she did, that she was doing 
wrong. 

Mother looked around the table. There 
was a stifled titter. From the corner of her 
eye Brenda was looking across at Tom. With 
most unusual diligence Tom was attending 
to the cabbage. Jim’s knife and fork were 
working overtime. So they had been telling 
dirty stories again. Mother had no need to 
ask. She was glad they weren't very good 
deceivers after all. 

“Do you think it’s a good thing,” she 
said to Jim, “to let Little Sister hear you 
saying ugly things like that? You cried the 
other day when you hurt her leg accidentally, 
but you hurt her much more seriously when 
she hears you repeat those nasty rhymes. 
Won't you stop it? You, too, Tom?” 

Mother sighed. She had asked them to 
stop so many times. She had talked to them 
about having lovely minds. She had even 
punished them, but every little while this 
naughtiness would burst out again. Mother 
wanted her children to be nice inside as well 
as out, to have clean minds and clean hearts 
as well as clean hands. And right there she 
had an idea. 

Jim’s face was still red as he put on his 
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coat and said good-by. So was Tom’s. They 
loved Little Sister. They loved Mother even 
more. But it was the boys at school. You 
couldn’t help hearing the things they said. 
At least, that’s how Tom and Jim tried to 
excuse themselves. 

Mother sat for a while before she carried 
out the dishes, her head in her hands, her 
eyes closed. Two little arms crept round 
her neck. “Let me make you un-sad, 
Mummy,” said Little Sister. 

Mother kissed her, then closed her lips 
tight. She had made up her 
mind what she was going 
to do! 

She washed the dishes, 
but not all, and then she 
set to work and prepared 
the nicest supper possible, 
just the very things she 
knew Tom and Jim liked 
best—fresh fragrant salad, 
delicious savory rolls, and 
trifle. Oh, what a scrump- 
tious dessert that trifle 
would make—sponge cake 
buried in strawberry jam 
and loaded high with 
whipped cream. There was 
a pleased gleam in Mother's 
eye as she shut the pantry 
door upon it all just before 
the boys came home. 

“Hello, Mum,” called 
Jim. “We didn’t half have 


Jim pushed the plate away. Bits 
of dinner were dried on. Why 
hadn’t Mother washed it first? 

























2 SUPPER 
. | 





a good game of soccer today. I scored a 
goal.” 

“Heilo, Mum,” echoed Tom. “Can Ian 
come in and have supper with us?” 

The conversation at dinnertime was ob- 
viously altogether forgotten. 

“Can he, Mum?” Tom asked again. 

“Yes,” she said. 

The table looked lovely when she called 
the boys to the dining room. 

“Say, what a spread!” said Jim. “Is any- 
body special coming?” 


“Oh, boy!” began Tom. “It fair makes you 
hungry—but say, Mum, what's the idea? 
A good supper all right, but why a dirty 
plate?” 

“My plate’s clean,” piped Little Sister. 

“So's mine,” said Brenda. 

Ian looked perplexedly from one to an- 
other. 

Jim pushed his plate away disgustedly, 
for his plate was dirty too. He noticed also 
that it was the very same plate he had had 
at dinnertime. There was that chip on it. 
And he recognized the limp bits of cold 
greens he had left by the edge, and the 
smeary remains of the cheese sauce. It was 
just plain sickening. 

“What's the idea, Mum?” he repeated. 

Mother smiled. “I'll give you twenty 
guesses,” she said, and without more ado 
she piled the dirty plate with crisp salad 
and savory rolls and pushed it back in front 
of Jim. She did the same to Tom, too, and 
because they didn’t want to embarrass Ian, 
and because, too, they seemed to detect 
something determined in Mother's eye, they 
set in and plowed through it, not very hap- 
pily, though, despite the fact that Mother 
worked hard to keep things normal. 

To page 16 








A Mountain Lion at Sabbath School 


MV HONOR 











* 
Minsspa? Sy 


AND OTHER LION STORIES 
By HARRY BAERG 


Answering requirements: 9. Name seven kinds of undomesticated cats. Identify 
each and tell in what part of the world they are found. 10. a. hat animal is 
known as the king of beasts? 6. What three other names are applied to 
this animal? 11. Tell the story of Androclus and the lion. Relate 
four stories in the Bible in which a member of the cat family is mentioned. 


One Sabbath while we were animals, 





and can hide their long tawny 


having Sabbath school in our 
home, a mountain lion came 
within two hundred yards of 
the house and sat down to 
look at us. Yet, though he 
was so close, we knew noth- 
ing about it at the time. We read the story 
about an hour afterward, in the ground, 
where we found his tracks. 

At another time three mountain lions 
came in the yard at night and looked the 
place over carefully. We saw nothing of 
them till we discovered their tracks in the 
morning. Mountain lions often follow a man 
in the woods, but almost always leave him 
alone. 

The mountain lion is also called cougar, 
puma, panther, or painter. He was once 
found over most of North America and 
South America. Now he is nearly gone in 
the east. 

A cougar may weigh over two hundred 
pounds and be more than eight feet long. 
Cougars are fairly plentiful in the woods, but 
are seldom seen except by hunters when 
their dogs have treed one. They are very shy 
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IN CATS 


bodies almost anywhere. In the Arrow Lakes 
region of British Columbia, where we once 
lived, cougars were so common that on a 
two-mile stretch of road my wife and I 
counted thirty-three sets of tracks in the 
fresh snow on just one Sabbath. 

A party of camera hunters in South Africa 
shot a zebra, and were promptly rewarded 
by seeing a pride of lions come to feast on 
the carcass. They took pictures of the lions 
in every way they could think of, till they 
wearied, and thought of a still more novel 
way to photograph them. They arranged a 
table in the desert, with places set for sev- 
eral of the company, and also plates with 
zebra meat for the lions. Then they per- 
suaded the lions to come and eat with them, 
and took movies of them doing so. ” 

This sounds as though the lions wer- 
tame animals that had been trained for the 
act. However, the event did not take place 
inside even a park or game preserve, but 
in the open desert. The lions were not 
trained except to the extent that they knew 
the firing of a rifle usually meant that an 
animal had been shot and that there would 








likely be a carcass to devour. In these days 
many hunters have found the better way 
of taking their trophies home with a cam- 
era, and lions are not so often shot at. 
Actually the character of the lion has been 
distorted by the stories that have been told 
about him and the names that have been 
given to him. He is called the king of beasts, 
but a tiger of the same size is more power- 
ful, and in a fight will usually get the best 
of him. The much smaller leopard is far 
more dangerous. The elephant does not fear 
the lion, and should be called the king. 
The lion is also called king of the forest, 
but does not fit that title, for he is seldom 
in the forest, rather, in the open desert, on 
the rocky hillsides, or in scrub-covered waste- 
land. Known, too, by the Latin name Leo, 
and by the African, Simba, or Ambassa, he 
is still probably the best-known wild member 
of the cat tribe. This is due partly to the 
fact that he is common in zoos, does well 
in captivity, and can be trained for circus 
acts. Then, of course, he has often been writ- 
ten about in legends and in Bible stories. 










The lion, once common all over Africa 
as well as part of Europe, is now becoming 
scarce, and is abundant only in the big game 
preserves of South Africa. He has gone with 
the large bands of antelopes that once grazed 
the veld. In spite of the fact that some 
guides do not think highly of the sport of 
lion hunting, and that some tribes of the 
Masai still kill lions with no other weapons 
than a spear and shield, the lion is a formi- 
dable antagonist. 

The male may loaf around and kill easy 
prey or feed on dead animals, but the female 
with cubs to feed will even tackle the fierce 
buffalo. A lion can run one hundred yards 
in four seconds from a standing start. That's 
fast! Professional hunters say that a lion 
can jump over a ten-foot thorn stockade, 
kill a cow inside, throw her over his back, 
and holding her there with his tail, jump 
back over the fence and run off with her. 
This seems unbelievable, and is scoffed at 
by some, but it is just as vigorously defended 
by others. 

The story of Androclus and the lion is 
the experience of a run- 
away slave, in the time 
of the Roman Empire, 
who courageously 
pulled a thorn from the 
paw of a suffering lion 
and thus gained its last- 
ing gratitude. The two 
lived together in a cave 
till one day the slave 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


There was a rustling beside the road, and a lion 
sprang out. Samson stood his ground, then grabbed 
the lion quickly and killed it with his bare hands. 
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was recaptured and the lion also caught alive. 
The slave was thrown to the wild beasts in 
the arena as punishment, but the lion that 
was supposed to eat him happened to be 
the one he had helped. They greeted each 
other in a friendly way, greatly to the sur- 
prise of the emperor, who, when he heard 
the slave's story, turned both the lion and 
the slave loose. 

The first lion story told in the Bible is 
found in Judges 14:5-20. Samson and his 
parents were on their way to see a Philistine 
girl Samson wanted for his wife. As they 
neared the vineyards of the city, a young 
lion came out and roared at them. It seems 
that Samson’s parents must have run to the 
city, but the young man stayed, and with 
the Spirit of the Lord upon him, he tore 
the lion to pieces as if it had been a baby 
goat. After some days he came again with 
his parents, to marry the girl. As they passed 
the place Samson turned aside to where he 
had killed the lion and found that a swarm 
of bees had nested inside the carcass. He 
took some of the honey and gave it to his 
parents as he rejoined them, but did not 
tell them where he had found it. 

In 1 Samuel 17:34-36 we are told the 
story of David and the lion. As a shepherd 
boy, David killed both a lion and a bear 
with God’s help. David ran after the lion 
and struck it. This made the lion drop the 
lamb it had taken, and turn on David. He 
grabbed it by the beard, struck it again, and 
killed it. Just what weapon he used we do 
not know, but it was probably not his sling. 

Another interesting lion story is told in 
the thirteenth chapter of 1 Kings. Be sure 
to read it, for it tells of a disobedient prophet 
who was killed by a lion. You will notice 
that the lion did no more than it was sup- 
posed to. It did not kill the prophet’s donkey, 
but stayed by the carcass of the man. When 
another prophet came to get the body, the 
lion was still there, but did not bother him. 
This shows what control God has over His 
creatures. 

God’s control is demonstrated still more 
clearly in the story of Daniel in the lions’ 
den. You will find it in Daniel 6. Daniel, 
when his enemies had accused him of wor- 
shiping the true God instead of the king, was 
thrown into a den of hungry lions. Read 
again the story and learn what happened to 
him and to his enemies. 

Not much is said about other members of 
the cat family in the Bible. The leopard is 
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mentioned in the prophecies of Daniel 7 
and Revelation 13, also in Isaiah 11 and 
other places. 


TO EARN THE MV HONOR IN CATS: 
This article finishes the requirements for the 
MV Honor in cats. Now go back and look 
over the cat articles that have been in GUIDE 
during the last seven weeks. Then, when 
you think you can answer all the require- 
ments, take these GUIDES to a Master Guide 
or to your Pathfinder director and ask him to 

let you tell him the answers. If he chink 
you do well enough, show him your MV 
class card and ask him to sign it. Before 
the next investiture, show the card with the 
signature to your Pathfinder director or to 
your church school teacher, so he will know 
you have finished. Ask him to tell the con- 
ference MV secretary, and you will get the 
honor token at the investiture. 


Dirty Plates for Supper 


From page 13 


Brenda giggled. (Silly creatures, girls! ) 

Ian obviously felt awkward. 

Little Sister persisted in rubbing it in. 

Twenty guesses indeed, thought Tom and 
Jim. As though there could possibly be any 
connection between this piece of nonsense 
and anything whatever! When Mother 
finally served up their trifle on the dirty 
plates they had eaten dessert out of at din- 
nertime, there was mutiny, bitter and pro- 
longed. No fears! They’d had enough of this 
kind of treatment. They weren't going to 
eat it, and that was that. 

But Mother didn’t seem to mind whether 
they ate it or not, and before you could 
say Jack Robinson, Brenda and Ian and Little 
Sister were getting second helpings. It was 
that kind of trifle. And so, at last, both Tom 
and Jim too were spooning away, but a bit 


gingerly, as though the food had been con- 
were out of the question. é 
3: 
“Guess what?” said Jim sulkily. 
“No,” said Mother, “it wasn’t intended 


taminated. They couldn’t or daren’t, show 
any zest, and second helpings, of course, 
“Well,” said Mother when it was 
over, “did you guess?” 
“It wasn’t very funny,” said Tom, scowling 
at Brenda. 
to be funny, but I wanted to help you to 
remember something. It spoiled your supper 








to have to eat it off dirty plates. You didn’t 
enjoy it as you would have had the plates 
been clean. But, you know, it's even more 
important that we keep our minds clean 
and shining, and when we spoil them with 
ugly words and thoughts, it’s very much 
harder for Jesus to fill them with things that 
are fragrant and wholesome. That was the 
idea, Tom and Jim, and I’m hoping maybe 
you will remember now.” 


And I have an idea that they did. 





Wings of Faith 


From page 8 
crawled under. But it wasn’t. It was a re- 
ligious meeting. The man had big charts 
up in front, with pictures on them, and was 
pointing to the toes of an image and read- 
ing a verse from somewhere in the Bible. 
I will never forget that verse. It was: ‘In 
the days of these kings shall the God of 
heaven set up a kingdom, which shall never 


be destroyed.’ Just then the police caught us 
and I didn’t hear any more of the sermon.” 

“But didn’t you go back afterward and 
find out?” inquired Mary. 

“Yes, I did,” answered Em, “but the tent 
was gone. I don’t know of anything religious 
that stirred me the way that one sentence 
did. And the people were listening so quietly. 
Why, I never saw the like of it. Wasn't 
like any meeting I ever was in before.” 

“T'll ask Mrs. McRae sometime if she ever 
heard of that verse. Maybe she can find it. 
She surely knows a lot of Bible.” 

“Oh, no, don’t bother, Mary. They'll think 
we're silly, asking them questions like that. 
Of course she wouldn't know. The Bible is 
a terribly big book. About all that common 
people know are the parables and the twenty- 
third psalm and the like. Even preachers 
don’t know the hundredth part of it. But 
somehow, I believe hat preacher knew his 
business. I have a feeling that if I could 
find one like him, he could really tell me 
something.” 

(To be continued) 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Jane Krein, age 14. Box 63, McClusky, North 
Dakota, U.S.A. Hobbies: singing, cooking, sewing, 
swimming. 

Naomi Ingersoll, age 12. Box C, Adams, Wiscon- 
sin, U.S.A. Hobbies: swimming, ice skating, reading, 
collecting shells and horse pictures, playing the 
piano and trombone. 

Winona Sands, age 11, in seventh grade. 68 Main 
Street, Bible Hill, Truro, Nova Scotia, Canada. Hob- 
bies: playing the piano and collecting pictures. 
Would appreciate photos of pen pals. 

Madolyn Sands, age 13, in eighth grade. 68 Main 
Street, Bible Hill, Truro, Nova Scotia, Canada. Hob- 
bies: skating, stamp collecting, post-card collecting, 


iding bicycle. 
* Margaret Ann Reese, age 10. P.O. Box 255, Keene, 
exas, U.S.A. Hobbies: bicycle riding, horseback 
riding, stamp collecting. 

Rose Marie Daughetee, age 11. Route 1, Cleburne, 
Texas, U.S.A. Hobbies: swimming, bicycle riding, 
horseback riding, trading pictures. 

Edward Drew Daughetee, age 9. Route !, Cleburne, 
Texas, U.S.A. Hobbies: bicycle riding, drawing. 

Karen Arndt, age 13. Box 487, Colfax, Washington, 
U.S.A. Hobbies: playing accordion and sewing. 


Judy Blessing, age 13. 3161 S. MacArthur, Spring- 
field, Illinois, U.S.A. Hobbies: horseback riding, 
drawing, playing the piano, stamp collecting. 

Gladys Siemens, age 13. R. R. 1, Winfield, British 
Columbia, Canada. Hobbies: swimming, ice skating, 
bicycle riding, playing the piano. 

Mae Jones, age 14. Route 1, Hagerstown, Mary- 
land, U.S.A. Hobbies: playing the piano and sewing. 

Carol Jones, age 12. Box 494, Hay Fork, Califor- 
nia, U.S.A. Hobbies: horseback riding, playing the 
piano. Especially interested in hearing from Juniors 
who live on cattle and horse ranches. 

Beverly Danielson, age 10. Route 1, Box 39-C, 
Cathlamet, Washington, U.S.A. Hobbies: letter writ- 
ing and leathercraft. 

Dick Pearson, age 13, seventh grade. L. L. Route, 
Box 39, Elma, Washington, U.S.A. Hobbies: stamp 
collecting, bicycling, playing football. 

Nyla Sherburne, age 13, eighth grade. 306 N. Sev- 
enth Street, Guthrie Center, lowa, U.S.A. Hobbies: 
hiking, swimming, studying nature, playing the piano, 
singing, reading, letter writing. 

Lois Anderson, age 14. Route 1, Arlington, Wash- 
ington, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting wild flowers, sew- 
ing, playing the piano. 

Janice Knight, age 14. Route 1, Box 233A, Otis, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Hobbies: skating, bicycling, cooking, 
playing accordion, collecting stamps. 

Donald Pearson, age 12, in sixth grade. L. L. Route, 
Box 39, Elma, Washington, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting 
rocks and shells. 

Gary Anderson, age 12. 101 Post Street, Petaluma, 
California, U.S.A. Hobbies: stamp collecting, swim- 
ming, roller skating, making model airplanes. 

Donna Varner, age 11, sixth grade. Box 75, Murphy 
Stage Road, Grants Pass, Oregon, U.S.A. Hobbies: 
playing the piano, reading, sewing. Especially wants 
to hear from Juniors in Africa and South America. 
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The Loose Wheel 
From page 5 

Bud returned Chuck’s smile. “I see what 
you mean. I wouldn’t want to win that way, 
either.” The warning call had been given, 
and the boys lined up beside each other. 
“Good luck, Chuck!” Bud said sincerely. 

“Same to you, Bud,” Chuck answered. 
Then the starting whistle sounded and the 
race was On. 

It was close all the way. Chuck was out 
Es front some of the time, then Bud was. 
Many times the leader was Willie Tompkins, 
on an older bike with plenty of speed. The 
race seemed to be among these three, who 
soon led the field. Chuck was in the center, 
and could see first Bud and then Willie out 
of the corners of his eyes. He was glad he 
had practiced so much every afternoon after 
school. He needed every bit of speed he 
could muster now. 

Soon the home stretch and the finish rib- 
bon were in view. Chuck now was trailing 
slightly behind. Perhaps, with one final burst 
of speed, he could still win. He bent low 
over his handlebars and pedaled with all his 
strength. Slowly he inched past Bud, then 
past Willie. Willie closed in on him slightly 
at the finish, and Chuck was not quite sure 
which of them had broken the ribbon first. 

Chuck was overjoyed when the judges an- 
nounced his own name as first-prize winner, 
then Willie as second, and Bud as third. 
Chuck pinned the prize ribbon proudly to 
his sweater and looked up into Bud’s eyes. 
“Congratulations!” Bud said sincerely. “You 
really deserve first prize, Chuck!” A look of 
understanding passed between the two boys, 
and Chuck knew that Bud really meant 
what he had said. 


Decision on the Canal Bank 


From page 3 


liam, and then gave him this advice: “Some- 
one will soon be the most important soap- 

aker in New York. It can be you as well 
* anyone. I hope it may be so. Be a good 

oy. Give the Lord all that belongs to Him 
of every dollar you earn. Make an honest 
soap. Give a full pound. I am certain that 
you will be a prosperous man.” Because 
William respected the old captain, he de- 
cided right there on the canal bank that he 
would follow his advice. 


When he arrived in the city of New York, 
lonely and homesick, he remembered his 
loving mother's words and the advice of 
the captain. He found work, and joined the 
church. He remembered his promise to the 
captain, and the first dollar he earned brought 
up the matter of the Lord’s part. In the Bible 
he found that the Lord’s people were com- 
manded to give one tenth; so he said, “If 
the Lord will take one tenth, I will give 
that.” And so he did. Ten cents of every dol- 
lar was sacred to the Lord. 

Having regular employment, he soon be- 
came a partner. After a few years his partner 
died, and William became the owner of the 
soap business. He made an honest soap, gave 
a full pound, and instructed his bookkeeper 
to Open an account with the Lord, putting 
one tenth of his income in that account. 
The business grew and William prospered. 
He then gave the Lord two tenths, and pros- 
pered more than ever. Then he gave three 
tenths, then four tenths, then five tenths. 
He educated his family, settled all his plans 
for life, and after that he gave the whole 
of his personal income to the work of the 
Lord. 

And there you have a brief story of the 
man who founded the big firm that makes 
the famous Colgate soaps, perfumes, and 
tooth paste. It surely is wise to give to the 
Lord’s work the tenth of all our earnings as 
He bids us do in His Book. If we honor 
Him in all our ways, He will honor us as 
He has promised to do. 


Under the Horses’ Hoofs 

From page 9 
and our eyes watering. We went at great 
speed, over ruts and bumps. What fun. “Out 
of the way,” we shouted. “Here we come!” 
Down the hill, through the valley, up an- 
other hill, nearly to the top, until we could 
go no farther. Then we hopped off, turned 
around, and went down to the foot of the 
hill we had started from. It was the most 
ideal place for coasting we could have hoped 
to have. 

The only thing that bothered us during 
the whole day was that now and then a 
horse and sleigh or a car came along. And 
it seemed that every time a car tried to 
climb the hill it got stuck halfway up, and 
churned holes in our snow. We children 


FEBRUARY 23, 1955 / 19 











F gun Who? 

y MARY J. VINE 
He had a drawn sword in His hand, 
This soldier, stately, tall, and grand. 
He would have made a deadly foe, 
If he had fought FOR Jericho. 


But by His aid the stout walls fell, 
Who was this Captain? Who can tell? 


| People 
By GRACE V. WATKINS 


Who in the Bible were frightened about the fol- 

lowing? 

. Ship sinking in a storm. (Matt. 14:29, 30.) 

. Discovery of money in a sack. (Gen. 42:28.) 

. Earthquake in a prison. (Acts 16:26, 27.) 

. Writing on a wall. (Dan. 5:5.) 

. Angels singing. (Luke 2:9, 13.) 

. Appearance of an angel standing by the altar. 
(Luke 1:11, 12.) 

. Ship sinking with too many fish in it. (Luke 5: 
7, 8.) 
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Who Was Punished? 
Jr ELLEN E. MORRISON 


The following statements tell of certain punish- 
ments that were suffered by men or women of the 
Bible. Tell who was being punished in each case. 

1. He was cast into a lion’s den (Daniel 6:16). 

2. She was turned into a pillar of salt (Gen. 
19:26). 

3. They were forced to leave a beautiful garden 
(Gen. 3:22-24). 

4. His hair was cut and he lost his great strength 
(Judges 16:19). 

5. He was swallowed by a big fish (Jonah 1:17). 





Trees of the Bible 
/ By IRENE R. TUBBS 


Find hidden trees in these sentences. As: She saw 
tHEM LOCK the door. 


1. The palmer worm was eating his apple trees. 

. She climbed the Alpine mountains while touring 
Europe. 

. James will own his home soon. 

. Leo lived with his parents in the town’s mansion. 

. The pop Larson drank tasted bitter. 

. The fog and haze loomed so heavily before them 


that driving was difficult. = # 
. In the distance, darting before them, a tumble- 
weed could be seen. ; 


8. The first thing she did in the morning was to 
pray. 


Avi > Ww N 
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Who Was He? 
IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was the son of a king. 

He was willing for his best friend to be king 
instead of himself. 

His father became angry with him because he 
helped his friend to escape. 

He and his armor bearer won a great victory 
for his country. 

In another and later battle he, his father, and his 
two brothers were killed. 

His friend, in mourning for him, said, “I am dis- 
tressed for thee, my brother . : thy love 
to me was wonderful, passing the love of women.” 

See 1 Samuel 18 to 2 Samuel 1. 
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hurried to help shove until finally the car 
would be over the top. 

More and more friends gathered on the 
hill during the afternoon, so that soon there 
wasn’t standing room around the bonfire, 
and we had to stop at home now and then 
to get warm. 

At the bottom of the hill was a road 
turning to the right, and sometimes we 
tried to make that turn. It was so slick that 
nearly always we took a rolling tumble 
that jarred us up against the hard snow on 
the side of the road. Nearly breathless, we 
stumbled around trying to get ourselves 
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back in shape for another slide down the 
hill. 

We spent the whole afternoon gleefully 
sliding and rolling around in the snow. The 
sun was beginning to set, and the dusk of 
evening was settling in the valley whe 
Mother called. 

“You can have two more slides down the 
hill, and then you must come in,” she said. 
Mother never let us stay out after dark unless 
there was an adult on the hill to watch us, 
so that no one would get hurt. “We will be 
in as soon as we have two more slides,” 
we called back. 








We decided that we would make the first 
slide from one hill to the other hill, so it 
would be as long as possible. Down we went, 
shouting and laughing. Then, for our last 
slide, we decided that we would try to make 
that right-hand turn at the bottom of the 
hill. Up to the top we went and warmed our 
hands for quite a while by the fire, for we 
didn’t want to get home too fast. Mother had 
said we could have two more slides, and 
we had had only one. We reasoned, therefore, 

that we didn’t have to go in till we had had 
@::: second slide, and she hadn't said we 
couldn’t stand by the fire if we wanted to 
in between. 

After a while, however, we knew we had 
stretched Mother's patience as far as was 
safe, and we had better be getting home. 
So my brother lay on his stomach on the 
sled and I got on my knees, and down we 
went. When we were about to make the turn 
my brother yelled, “Hang on! We're going 
round!” I crouched as low as I could and 
hung on tight. 

As we got to the turn we saw a team of 
horses and a sleigh right in the middle of 
the road! Jack pulled hard on the guider, 
trying to make the sled go straight instead 
of turning the corner, but we hit the hard- 
packed bank of snow on the side of the 
road, and instantly it turned us around back 
on the road. 

I closed my eyes, expecting any moment to 
feel the hoofs of the horses crashing on my 
back. In a flash I realized that if we had 
gone home on time, as Mother had expected, 
we would have been perfectly safe. Now 
we were in sudden danger of being killed, 
or at least badly injured. But in that instant 
the driver pulled on the reins and shouted, 
“Whoa! Up! Up! Up! Whoa boy! Up! 
Up! Up!” 

As we raced toward them, those horses 
reared straight up, with their front feet 
pawing the air. Under those hoofs we dashed, 
like a streak, and hit the bank on the other 
side of the road. Then back we bounced, 
right under those feet again. 

- Finally we stopped, and rolled out from 


under the horses before they set their feet 
down. 

Shaking like leaves, we got up and thanked 
the driver for protecting us. Then we hur- 
ried home to Mother and supper, and didn’t 
stop for a moment to argue whether or not 
we had finished our second slide. 

I have always been thankful that God gave 
the driver strength to hold the horses, and 
the horses strength to hold up their front 
feet so long. Yes, God loves and watches 
over us, even when we are disobedient. But 
we never took advantage of our mother’s 
patience again. 











ALCOHOLIC ANTS. Some ants are 
holics.” 
them, so others keep a certain kind of cater- 
pillar in their nest, from which they obtain 
a fluid that seems to intoxicate them. As a 
result the ants crave the liquor so strongly, 


“alco- 
Just as many ants tend aphids and milk 


and at the same time become so lazy, that 
they will feed even their own children and 
eggs to the caterpillars in order to keep them 
producing the juice. 


COLOR TV COSTS MONEY. In September, 
Columbia Broadcasting Company telecasted the 
first commercial color TV program, using the 
old “Vitagraph” studio where movies were 
made in 1910. But whereas the movies made 
then cost only $400 each, CBS spent $3,500,000 
remodeling the studio even before the color 
TV program began, and planned to spend 
$14,000,000 on the series of programs of which 
this one was the first. 


COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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X—Healing the Boy With the Dumb Spirit 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





(MARCH 5) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 
Lesson Text: Mark 9:14-29. 


Memory Verse: “If thou canst believe, all 
things are possible to him that believeth” 
(Mark 9:23). 


Guiding Thought 


Jesus had sent His disciples out to do His work 
of teaching and healing, and they had met with 
success. But later at the foot of the mount of 
transfiguration, one case baffled them. Try as they 
might they could not cast the devil out of a dumb 
boy his father brought to them. When the lad 
was finally brought to Jesus and was healed, the 
disciples were puzzled at their failure to do what 
Jesus had been able to do. When they asked Him 
the reason for their failure, He told them that 
the fault was in their own hearts. They had cher- 
ished unbelief, carelessness, and jealousy in their 
lives, and God’s Spirit cannot dwell where there 
is iniquity of any sort. So we, if we want God 
to use us, must be cleansed of everything that pre- 
vents the Holy Spirit from working through us. 


SUNDAY 


From the Mount of Glory to the Valley of 
Sorrow 


1. After their wonderful experience on the 
mount of transfiguration, Jesus and His dis- 
ciples came down into the valley. What sight 
met them there? (Luke 9:37.) 

2. What particularly distressing case was 
brought to Christ’s notice? (Mark 9:16-18, first 
part.) 


3. What had or gg when the disciples 
were asked to heal this boy? (Verse 18, last 
part.) 


NoTeE.—"‘Authority over unclean spirits, to cast 
them out, had been conferred on the disciples 
when Jesus sent out the twelve to preach through 
Galilee. As they went forth strong in faith, the 
evil spirits had obeyed their word. Now in the 
name of Christ they commanded the torturing 
spirit to leave his victim; but the demon only 
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mocked them by a fresh display of his power. 
The disciples, unable to account for their defeat, 
felt that they were bringing dishonor upon them- 
selves and their Master. And in the crowd there 
were scribes who made the most of this oppor- 
tunity to humiliate them. Pressing around the 
disciples, they plied them with questions, seeking 
to prove that they and their Master were deceiv- 
ers. Here, the rabbis triumphantly declared was 
an evil spirit that neither the disciples nor Christ 
Himself could conquer. The people were inclined 
to side with the scribes, and a feeling of contempt 


and scorn pervaded the crowd.”’—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 427. 
For further reading: The story as told in Luke 
9:27-42. 
MONDAY 


The Afflicted Boy 


4. What did Jesus say on the lack of faith 
that had prevented the healing of the boy? 
(Mark 9:19.) 


5. When Jesus asked for the poor boy to be 
brought to Him, how did the demons demon- 
strate their evil power? (Verse 20.) 


NOTE.—"‘Again the Prince of life and the prince 
of the powers of darkness had met on the field of 
battle——Christ in fulfillment of His mission to 
‘preach deliverance to the captives, . . . to set at 
liberty them that are bruised’ (Luke 4:18), Satan 
seeking to hold his victim under his control. An- 
gels of light and the hosts of evil angels, unseen, 
were pressing near to behold the conflict. For a 
moment, Jesus permitted the evil spirit to display 
his power, that the beholders might comprehend 
the deliverance about to be wrought.’”—The Desi 
of Ages, p. 428. 4 


6. What history of the boy’s sad case did the 
father give to the divine Physician? (Verses 21, 
22, first part.) 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
427, pars. 3-5; p. 428, pars. 1, 2. 


TUESDAY 
The Challenge of Faith 









7. How did the distressed father beg for 
his son to be healed? (Mark 9:22, last part.) 


8. What did Jesus tell the man? (Verse 23.) 


9. What prayer showed that the father ac- 
cepted the challenge? (Verse 24.) 


NoTE.—‘It is faith that connects us with 
heaven, and brings us strength for coping with 
the powers of darkness. In Christ, God has pro- 
vided means for subduing every sinful trait, and 
resisting every temptation, however strong. But 
many feel that they lack faith, and therefore they 
remain away from Christ. Let these souls, in their 
helpless unworthiness, cast themselves upon the 
mercy of their compassionate Saviour. Look not 
to self, but to Christ. He who healed the sick and 
cast out demons when He walked among men is 
the same mighty Redeemer today.’—The Desire 
of Ages, p. 429. 

For further reading: The story as told in Mat- 
thew 17:14-21. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Father’s Faith Is Rewarded 


10. How did Christ speak to the evil spirit? 
(Mark 9:25.) 


11. In what way was 
obeyed? (Verses 26, 27.) 


Christ’s command 


NOTE.—"‘There is a cry, an agonized struggle. 
The demon, in passing, seems about to rend the 
life from his victim. Then the boy lies motionless, 
and apparently lifeless. The multitude whisper, 
‘He is dead.’ But Jesus takes him by the hand, and 
lifting him up, presents him, in perfect soundness 
of mind and body, to his father. Father and son 
praise the name of their Deliverer. The multitude 
are ‘amazed at the mighty power of God,’ while 
the scribes, defeated and crestfallen, turn sullenly 
away.” —The Desire of Ages, pp. 428, 429. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
429, par. 2. 


THURSDAY 
Why the Disciples Failed 
12. Later, 
with Jesus, 
(Mark 9:28.) 
13. What was Jesus’ reply? (Verse 29.) 
14. What spirit had prevented the full work- 


were alone 
they ask? 


when 
what 


the disciples 
question did 













* 


The disciples could 
* cast the demon 

ut of the boy be- 
cause there was sin 
in their own lives. 
Then Jesus came, and 
the demon soon left. 


« 





ing of the Holy Spirit in them? (Verses 33, 34.) 


NoTE.—"Their unbelief, that shut them out 
from deeper sympathy with Christ, and the care- 
lessness with which they regarded the sacred work 
committed to them, had caused their failure in 
the conflict with the powers of darkness. 

“The words of Christ pointing to His death had 
brought sadness and doubt. And the selection of 
the three disciples to accompany Jesus to the 
mountain had excited the jealousy of the nine. 
Instead of strengthening their faith by prayer 
and meditation on the words of Christ, they had 
been dwelling on their discouragements and per- 
sonal grievances. In this state of darkness they had 
undertaken the conflict with Satan. 

“In order to succeed in such a conflict they must 
come to the work in a different spirit. Their faith 
must be strengthened by fervent prayer and fast- 
ing, and humiliation of heart. They must be 
emptied of self, and be filled with the Spirit and 
power of God.”—The Desire of Ages, pp. 430, 
431. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
431, par. 3. 


FRIDAY 


FIND A SEVEN WORD PRAYER in this letter 
square. 





W 


Take the first letter of the first word from the 
top line, first column. 

Pick the second letter from the second line, the 
third from the third line, and so on. The second 
letter in the top line is the first letter of the second 
word in the prayer. The third letter is the first in 
the third word, and so on. 


Barney, the Owl, No. 4—By Harry Baerg 


LLL 


= 4 


1. One of the boys put his captured young barn owl 
into the woodshed and shut the door. The owl was 
not too fond of this temporary home, but it was 
better than a small box would have been. 2. The boy 
brought the owl an occasional mouse, dead chick, 
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or piece of meat, but it was not nearly enough for 
his big appetite. 3. The owl grew stronger anyway, 
and practiced flying in the shed. Then one day as 
the boy opened the door the owl flew out. He had 
no difficulty escaping though the boy ran after him. 




















4. Barney and the other two owls were waiting on 
the roof of the old house when the youngster came 
back that evening. 5. The other owl that had been 
captured was placed in the loft of a barn, and he 
found that he could get to a good perch high in 





7. One evening the trap door to his loft was left 
open, and this owl also escaped. He hadn’t minded 
his new home so much, but he did like to be free 
again, and able to come and go at will. 8. The rest 
of the family were waiting for him when he later 
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the rafters. 6. He was fairly well fed, and in the 
roomy loft he soon learned to fly. At night when the 
mice ran around in the loft, one came too close 
to the silent owl. He grabbed it, and soon began 
darting after others, having fun getting his meals. 


found them perched in a tree in the woods. 9. They 
hunted together sometimes, though not as a flock. 
Usually each went his own way. Then toward fall 
the family got together and started south to spend 
the winter in the warmth of the Southern States. 





